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January 


The  contrast  of  objects  in  the  living  room  mirror  my  emotions: 
multi-colored  Christmas  lights  strung  around  the 
bedroom  door, 

fresh-cut  flowers  displayed  on  the  speaker  cabinet, 
falling  white  snowflakes  visible  through  a pane  of 
wet  glass. 

The  snow  and  the  lights  would  seem  to  match; 

but  Christmas  ended  four  weeks  ago. 

It  is  quite  a storm. 

Gusts  of  wind  blow  icy  flakes  against  the  metal  case  of  the 

air  conditioner  - an  icy  metallic  sound. 

It  reminds  me  of  being  at  Salisbury  Beach  on  a windy  June  day: 
the  sand  pelts  the  cooler, 
and  gets  in  your  book, 
and  your  hair, 
and  your  sandwich. 

Normally  I cover  the  air  conditioner  at  the  outset  of  Winter; 

this  year  I just  did  not. 

One  of  those  fat  sluggish  flies  buzzes  annoyingly  along  the  ceiling. 

I already  killed  two  this  morning. 

They  were  easy  to  catch  and  squash  in  a tissue,  not  like  the 

smaller  ones  I chase  with  the  swatter  in  the  Summer. 

Jflnis  Merrill 
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Untitled 


The  girl,  not  always  a lady  and  not  always 
wanting  to  be  a woman,  listened  to  him  as  he 
crawled  inside  her  brain.  She  always  asked 
herself  why  she  let  him  talk  to  her  that  way,  but 
she  never  told  him  to  shut  up.  She  never 
screamed  it  with  every  ounce  of  emotion  in  her 
soul.  She  let  the  emotion  and  energy  build  up 
until  there  was  no  one  else  around;  no  one  to  see 
the  blood.  The  walls  of  the  house  and  the  bed  in 
her  room  and  the  floor  of  the  living  room  are  all 
covered  with  blood.  She  can't  find  a washcloth. 
She  doesn't  know  what  it  looks  like. 

She  knows  I'm  observing  her  even  though 
I'm  the  silent  one.  All  the  others  are  the  ones 
that  stir  the  emotions  in  her.  I watch  her  today, 
as  she  wears  down  the  rugs.  Her  energy  comes 
and  goes,  but  she's  not  happy  being  inactive. 
Listening  to  music,  walking,  rearranging  her 
room. ..these  are  distractions.  Her  face  is  mostly 
blank,  and  her  mouth  is  usually  occupied  with  a 
fingernail.  Only  I can  see  what's  behind  her  face 
on  days  like  this.  She  shows  it  to  me  when  there 
is  no  one  else  around.  She  goes  into  the  living 
room,  but  she  doesn't  take  off  her  face  yet.  She 
goes  to  the  mirror  to  fix  her  hair.  She  moves  her 
eyes  a little  to  the  left  to  see  the  rain  beginning 
to  fall  outside  and  then  back  to  the  mirror.  Her 
hair  wants  to  fall  like  the  rain.  She  screams  and 
tries  to  pull  it  out,  but  only  for  a second.  Then 
she  calmly  tries  to  shake  life  into  it.  Then  she 
tells  me  that  she  likes  me  just  fine,  but  I don't 
know  if  I should  believe  her  because  she  abuses 


me  sometimes.  I would  never  abuse  her.  I'm 
the  only  one  that  can  see  behind  her  face,  and 
that  can  be  abuse  enough.  Other  times  it  can  be 
so  rich  and  inspiring.  The  extremes  can  make 
one  dizzy. 

She  puts  on  a morose  Cure  song,  hoping 
that  each  word  will  cancel  out  an  unwanted 
feeling  inside  of  her.  It  helps.  Then  a happier 
song  follows,  and  she  returns  again  to  the  top  of 
the  roller  coaster  tracks.  Now  she  won't  let  him 
talk  to  her.  She  is  completely  absorbed  in  the 
music.  Even  the  morose  stuff  lifts  her  higher 
with  each  note. 

He  is  the  voice  inside  her  head  that  uses  the 
voice  of  anyone  who  stirs  her  cannibalistic 
emotions.  He  knows  when  to  strike.  When  she 
is  tired  or  a little  sad.  He  comes  to  chew  on  her 
insides.  Why  doesn't  she  just  tell  him  to  shut 
up?  I try  to.  At  least  she  is  not  letting  him  speak 
now.  The  music  intimidates  him.  He's  had 
enough  to  say  already.  I think  she's  getting 
stronger.  She  talks  back  to  him  more  and  more. 
She's  beginning  to  ignore  him  and  give  him 
feelings  of  worthlessness.  Good.  Except  for 
some  little  outbursts  like  today,  she  is  draining 
him  of  his  power  to  torment  her.  How  do  I 
know  so  much  about  her?  I live  in  here  too, 
inside  her  head.  And  you  know  something?  It's 
just  too  crowded  in  here  sometimes.  But  I am 
the  silent  one,  until  now  that  is.  She  wants  to  be 
carried  away  on  those  glorious  notes  again.  I 
think  I'll  join  her.  We  can  make  a great  team. 

Julie  A.  Cunningham 
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Paul  Cyr,  Honorable  Mention 
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S flips 

Recession’s  a Depression 

instead  of  holding  hands 

people  are  holding  out 
self-survival  and  high  taxes 

A foreign  man 
tries  to  run  that  sub  shop, 

business  falls  through  the  floors 
"If  you  go  to  Brazil, 

you'll  never  want  to  come  back." 
Thinks  he  hates  the  world 

and  everyone  in  it 
says  the  Devil  has  cursed 
his  business 

Hopes  and  feels 

the  fuse  has  been  lit  to  end 

the  world 

meanwhile,  he'll  have  another  beer 
laying  off  all  the  help 
then  including  me 
with  a tear 
and  another  beer 

Zachary  Simmons 
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Katfiie  O'Neil 
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T odd  Lamond 
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If  Not  For  Wolves 


Shadows  draw  his  form 
to  the  dark  behind 
the  giant  tree. 

Lines  of  black  traverse 
his  mutely  working  lips, 
his  watering  eyes. 

His  breath,  like  white  spirits 
in  the  moonlight 
through  the  branches, 
slowly  fails. 

His  quieting  heart  whispers 
it's  final,  straining  comforts 
to  his  ears. 

Peace  at  last, 
peace  at  last, 
peace  at  last. 

Please  not  now... 

The  wine-red  stain  spreads  through  the  snow 
in  a dark  circle  around  his  buried  feet. 

His  eyes  still  hold  the  glowing  portal, 

and  the  column  of  black  smoke  from  the  chimney. 

If  not  for  wolves,  he  may  have  known 

the  warmth  across  the  field 

one-hundred  feet.. .one  thousand  miles. 

If  not  for  wolves,  he  may  have  known. 

J on  G lassett 
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A Child  Is  Born 


I can  remember  the  conversation  as  if  it  was 
yesterday.  We  sat  on  the  couch  talking  and 
holding  hands.  I was  explaining  how  I wanted  a 
child.  My  child  would  be  beautiful,  our  child. 
We  would  create  a life  together  out  of  hope  and 
love.  He  smiled  at  the  thought.  He  told  me  he 
liked  the  ideas  of  having  a child.  Our  child 
would  make  a difference  in  the  world. 

A month  later  I came  to  him.  We  sat  on  the 
same  couch.  There  was  no  hand  holding,  only 
yelling.  How  could  I do  this  to  him?  To  him? 
What  about  me?  I was  the  one  who  was  preg- 
nant. My  dream  had  become  an  unexpected 
reality.  One  that  I was  not  so  taken  with.  He 
just  kept  yelling  at  me  until  I was  in  tears.  He 
gave  up  and  left. 

He  did  return.  I half  hoped  for  a proposal. 
Maybe  we  could  have  a happy  life  together.  We 
would  have  a house  with  a white  fence.  In  the 
back  yard  would  be  an  old  apple  tree  with  a 
wooden  swing  and  a dog.  But  I knew  by  the 
look  on  his  face  that  my  idea  had  been  prema- 
ture. 

Our  relationship  had  ended  the  day  I said 
those  words,  "I’m  pregnant."  He  didn't  look  at 
me,  just  through  me.  He  decided  that  he  wasn't 
ready  to  be  a father.  He  wanted  to  wash  his 
hands  clean  of  this  mistake.  He  threw  money  on 
the  table  and  walked  out.  I knew  what  that 
money  was  for.. .an  abortion. 

I was  in  shock.  Then  I became  angry.  How 
could  he  leave?  Didn't  this  child  matter?  Our 
perfect  child  no  longer  seemed  perfect.  Disillu- 
sionment set  in  heavily.  I cried.  I don’t  remem- 
ber how  long,  just  the  tears  and  the  tiredness. 


Each  morning  was  an  experience.  I wondered  if 
I was  going  to  spend  most  of  my  time  in  the 
bathroom.  But  I didn't.  I loved  you  and  hated 
you.  I never  asked  for  you.  You  were  just  there, 
taking  control  of  my  body.  I hated  you  because 
your  father  had  abandoned  me,  leaving  me 
three  hundred  dollars  for  an  abortion.  You  were 
the  only  thing  that  I wanted  most,  and  you  were 
ruining  my  life. 

I made  my  decision.  With  the  money  in  my 
hand,  I walked  into  the  abortion  clinic.  I had 
made  the  appointment  the  week  before.  Now 
the  time  was  here.  I cried.  I tried  to  explain  to 
you,  as  if  you  could  understand  me,  that  I was 
too  young.  I wasn't  ready  to  become  someone's 
mother.  I couldn’t  have  you  just  yet. 

I sat  in  a room  waiting  with  other  women. 
They  looked  like  me.  I wondered  what  their 
reasons  were  for  killing  their  babies.  Then  it  hit 
me.  I was  killing  you.  What  right  did  I have?  It 
wasn't  your  fault.  No  one  was  to  blame.  I ran.  I 
realized  then  how  much  I loved  you.  You 
weren't  something  in  my  life,  you  had  become 
my  life. 

I counted  the  months  anxiously.  Nine 
months  seemed  like  nine  years.  Then  the  day 
arrived  that  I would  finally  meet  you.  I couldn't 
wait  to  touch  you,  to  hold  you.  Minutes  ticked 
away.  The  pain  came  and  went.  Then  came  the 
sound  of  a baby's  howl.  You  sounded  so 
indignant,  as  if  you  had  been  so  rudely  plucked 
from  your  safety.  But  you  were  the  one  who 
was  anxious  to  greet  the  world. 

I was  told  that  I had  a son.  The  nurse  let  me 
hold  you.  You  were  so  tiny  and  fragile.  I 
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thought  that  I would  break  you.  I counted  to 
make  sure  that  you  had  eight  fingers,  two 
thumbs  and  ten  toes. 

You  were  beautiful,  just  as  I expected  you  to 
be.  My  heart  felt  as  if  it  was  going  to  burst.  I 


felt  so  much  love  for  you  at  that  moment,  as  I do 
for  you  now.  I have  no  regrets  about  you.  I only 
have  love  that  fills  my  heart  each  day  when  I 
think  of  you. 

Jennifer  F orzese 


Molly  Campbell , Award  of  Excellence 
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Scared  of  Bees 

There  is  nothing  left  outside 

but  the  drone  of  bees, 

the  incessant  murmur  of  their  labor. 

I sit  in  a cave 

wrought  of  old  mythologies,  illusions, 
surrounded  by  my  mental  snapshots 
of  romantic  spirits. 

The  flowers  of  an  early  bloom  wilt 
after  the  swarm  feeds 
infecting  with  salty  lies. 

The  buzzing  buzzes  on. 

I hide  under  quilts  of  personality 
away  from  hypocritical  insects. 

I,  like  the  other  children, 
have  grown  into  a hermit 
and  want  to  play  outside. 

Patricia  Roy 
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T h e Psychic  Jungle 

Waves  of  Alpha,  Beta  all  lead  to  Omega  back  to  Gamma 

Shattered  visages  to  be  trodden  upon 

Cerebral  implosion,  neurotic  explosion 

Buy,  sell,  it's  a commodity...a  luxury.. .now  for  station 
identification 

New  and  improved,  free  prize  inside,  but  wait.. .you  get 
more  for  your  dollar 

Shop  direct  from  your  home,  Jesus  can  save  you...  give  me 
your  money 

Their  bombs,  our  missiles,  no  one  actually  counts  them  when 
each  side  is  bluffing  with  the  Dead-Man's  Hand 

Acid  rain,  the  Red  Tide...pound  for  pound  fish  is  cheaper 
than  chicken 

Presidents'  fingers  poised  above  a button...God  will  bring 
about  the  Armageddon 

Freedom  of  Press  and  Speech,  litigious  libel  suits  for  slander 
and  inciting  a riot 

Better  quality  at  a lower  price...  National  Deficit  getting 
bloated 

Red-line  racing  on  the  remote  control,  don't  bother  knocking 
because  nobody's  home 

No  charity,  no  charity,  the  guilt  kicks  in,  a quarter  for  his 
sin 

Crystals,  channeling  to  enlighten  yourselves  of  falsehoods 
and  finally  listen  to  your  conscience 

Black  magic,  white  magic,  yellow  and  chaotic:  it's  a gun  in  your 
hands  how  you  define  it  is  how  you  use  it 

Wave /particle,  particle/ wave  it  is  basically  quantum  guesses? 

Nuclear  fission,  robotic  herd  mind  fusion  all  boils  down  to 
Us  and  Them 

Cold  war.  Iron  Curtain,  tension  easing,  hard-liners  call  it 
Communist  treason 

Particles  of  Gamma  lead  to  the  infinitive  Omega,  the  only 
respite  from  the  psychic  jungle 

Andre  T.  Soly 
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Ken  Salter 
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The  Fool  Who  Usurped  A Kingdom 

'Tis  I who  sets  himself  upon  the  breast  of  the  field 
He  who  thinks  of  words,  turning  and  twisting  them  with  cunning 
youth 

Ye  "nobles"  and  "kings,"  'tis  not  my  wit  but  dignity  that  I yield 
Laughing  and  bellowing,  jesting  at  your  woes,  alas  you  must 
confess  it  hurts  for  it  is  the  truth 

Dancing  and  tumbling  whilst  speaking  in  riddles  of  your  demise 
Winning  the  hearts,  if  not  the  flesh,  of  your  fair  maidens 
Is  this  not  the  noblest  job  in  the  land,  insulting  you  before 
thine  own  eyes 

To  escape  this  feat  with  not  only  my  life,  but  with  applause 

as  well,  must  be  intervention  from  either  God  or  Satan 
Intervention,  ha!  I scoff  at  it's  mention 
I am  but  a fool,  a man,  as  plain  as  you  can  see 
If  you  think  yourself  above  my  attention,  is  fuel  for  the  fire 
of  my  vulgar  dissertation 

Can  you  solve  my  riddles?  For  if  you  can,  you  will  take  my 
advice  making  thou  the  Fool  and  the  King  I will  be 

Andre  T.  S oly 
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Carol  Groezinger 
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Bill  Vasquez 


Sara  Sandstrom 
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G ary  A.  Manning 
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Untitled 

After  the  descending  dusk, 
night  eats  mint  leaves, 
and  breathes  cool  air  upon  Earth. 
Darkness  coats  the  field  and  sky, 
except  for  the  white  hole 
named  "moon," 
and  the  pin-pokes 

called,  "stars." 

Somewhere, 
behind  a mountain 
or  a blade  of  grass, 

a song  is  written  on  black  velvet  paper. 
The  notes  peel  off  the  page 
and  one  by  one 
drift  plaintively. 

The  sounds  join  in  gradual  rhythm. 
First  a drum, 

then  a flute, 
now  a harp. 

Fresh  music  for  completed  moon. 

I hear  a violin,  my  favorite 
and  I notice  the  bird-voice 
and  the  water  running  breathless 
around  the  cornerstones. 

The  music  is  throbbing  out  of  the  box, 
out  of  my  head, 

out  of  the  world 
into  the  night’s  ear. 

Listen. 

Earth  sings  gently, 

and  the  man-music  harmonizes. 

Night  descends  upon  mortals 
with  musical  quietude. 

Patricia  Roy 
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John  Bishop 


You  Sleep 


You  lie  asleep  and  dream  your  dream 
As  I sit  with  the  dawn  and  pray. 

Limbs  akimbo,  how  peaceful  you  seem 
As  He  hears  what  I have  to  say. 

I ask  for  strength  to  do  his  will- 
That  all  may  know  I'm  His  son. 

And  with  a moment,  quiet  and  still 
My  day  is  thus  begun. 

Soon,  softly,  I shall  softly  arise 

To  prepare  your  cup  of  tea 

And  kneel  to  kiss  the  sleep  from  your  eyes 

As  you  smile  and  enter  the  day  with  me. 

Whatever  the  rest  of  the  day  unfolds 
I know  that  our  love  we  will  keep; 

Assured  of  this  truth  from  my  joy  untold 
Simply  experiencing  you  as  you  sleep. 

C.  F.  Lutz 
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N o sf  er  a t U‘The‘Vampir  e 


Diane  Cheney,  Award  of  Excellence 
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L ament  For  America 


I'm  lost... 

They  say  "war  is  theatre" 

and  my  Beat  Heroes  spawned  hippies 

The  catalyst  is  intellect 
and  drugs  later  on 
like  old  turning  classic 

There’s  sadness  is  everyday  life 
Eating  alone,  nowhere  to  go, 
word  from  home 

I'm  intrigued  by  passing  generations 
In  my  life:  me,  now  we 
We're  running  out  of  tense 

There's  no  room  for  creativity 
in  hierarchy 

dead  lines,  stress,  signatures 

Call  home 
Forgive  society 
Rest 

Greg  J.  Joiner 
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Christopher  P.  Evans 
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Performances  and  Shows 

The  self  proclaimed 
King  of  Fools 

was  taking  another  stand  and 
I 

have  to  look 
good  in  front 
of  this 
one  way 
and  this 
another  way 
and  that 
that  way, 

I spread  my  arms, 

and  my  hair 
flies  me  away 
a sensation 

raw  and  like  feminine  sensitivity 
and  perception 
caresses  the  inner  lobes 
of  the  flyway 
brain  and 
I 

will  sometimes 
find  the  past 
through  good  movies 
and  the  stem 
of  imagination. 

Zachary  Simmons 
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NLisunderstanding 


You  asked  me  today,  my  friend, 
what  it  is  I feel  for  her. 

You  do  not  understand 
when  you  see  the  new  depth  in  my  eyes. 
Well,  look  closely  when  you  see  her  next 
and  you'll  discover  an  equal  depth. 

What  do  you  think  the  reason  is  that 

my  thought 

lurks 

one  step  behind  my  speech? 

It  was  not  so  yesterday 
Nor  was  it  yesterday  when  I 
nonchalantly  breakfasted 
with  salt  in  my  coffee 
and  sugar  on  my  eggs. 

You  laughed  at  my  blunder 
and  I laughed  at  your  inability 
to  comprehend. 

I'm  sorry  for  that. 

We  have  both  loved  many  times  before  and 
shared  our  expertise 
on  love's  stolen  kisses 
at  salad  bars 


with  a martini  toast  for  luck. 

How  can  I convince  you  that 
my  expertise  is  gone 
and  blissful,  painful  experience 
come  to  take  its  place. 

No,  I can  tell  you  nothing  now- 
not  until  that  depth 

lurks  beneath  a sparkle  in  your  own  eyes. 

But  I shall  pray  that  one  day  you  will  know 

the  sweet,  sweet  silence  of  love 

as  two  souls 

talk  in  soundless  awe 

and  taste 

its  salty  tears  of  happiness. 

C.  F.  Lutz 
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Jeffrey  P.  Fournier 
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Tifiey're  Playing  Our  Song 


Hi!  It's  me.  I bet  you're  wondering  what 
prompted  this  visit.  Well,  they  played  our  song 
today  on  the  radio.  Do  you  remember  it?  It  got 
me  to  thinking  about  you.  I haven't  heard  that 
song  since  the  last  time  I saw  you.  It's  been 
about,  what,  a year  and  a half  now?  I can't 
believe  it's  been  that  long.  I think  about  you 
often.  Today  was  different  though.  That  song 
brought  back  so  many  memories,  and  it  was 
such  a beautiful  day  for  a walk;  I had  to  come 
visit  you.  Remember  when  we  used  to  go  for 
long  walks?  I liked  the  ones  on  the  beach  early 
in  the  morning  or  late  at  night  the  best.  You  did 
too,  right?  I remember  that  little  cottage  we 
stayed  at  on  Prom  night.  Remember  we  were 
supposed  to  go  out  after  with  a bunch  of  our 
friends?  They  were  a little  upset  that  we 
changed  plans  at  the  last  minute,  but  I think  we 
had  a better  time  just  the  two  of  us.  We  went  for 
a walk  along  the  beach,  you  in  your  tux,  me  in 
my  gown.  That  was  interesting.  We  later  went 
skinny-dipping.  We  must  have  been  crazy 
because  the  water  was  so  damn  cold.  We  kept 
each  other  warm  that  night  though. 

I saw  a red  and  black  motorcycle  similar  to 
yours  on  the  way  here.  I remember  riding  with 
you  on  that  stupid  thing.  I used  to  yell  and 
scream  at  you  to  slow  down.  I really  thought  I 
was  going  to  die.  I remember  thinking  how 
angry  my  parents  would  be  because  I wasn't 
supposed  to  be  on  that  thing  at  all.  You  loved 
the  thrill  and  the  danger.  I didn't  have  to  get  on 
it  with  you,  but  I loved  holding  you  tightly. 

No  one  understood  what  I saw  in  you.  You 
did  have  a pretty  bad  reputation.  You  were 


known  as  a psychotic  drunk.  Well,  you  were 
never  that  way  with  me.  I knew  that  you 
partied  hard  with  your  friends.  There  were 
times  when  I didn't  see  you  for  days  because 
you  were  hung-over  somewhere.  People  told 
me  stories  of  how  drunk  you  used  to  get  and  all 
the  mean  things  you  would  do.  Well,  I never 
saw  you  when  you  were  drunk,  and  I was  never 
a victim  of  those  mean  acts  you  supposedly 
performed.  When  you  were  with  me,  you  were 
tender  and  gentle.  You  taught  me  how  to  live 
and  how  to  love,  and  you  always  made  me 
laugh.  I loved  you  dearly.  I was  beginning  to 
think  that  people  were  making  everything  up 
and  that  you  probably  never  really  had  a drink 
in  your  life.  That  was  until  I got  the  phone  call 
that  night  you  drove  into  a tree.  I don't  want  to 
talk  about  that  night.  It  still  hurts. 

Well,  I should  probably  get  going.  It’ll  start 
getting  dark  soon.  I'm  starting  to  get  a little  cold 
too.  I think  it's  because  I was  sitting  on  the 
ground  for  so  long.  Oh,  I almost  forgot.  These 
flowers  are  for  you.  Gee,  it  sounds  like  some 
kids  are  partying  nearby.  You  never  used  to 
party  in  a cemetery,  did  you?  I can  hear  their 
music.  Chris,  are  you  listening?  They're  playing 
our  song. 

Charlene  O'Leary 
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Paul  Basile 
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I ohn  N acy 
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Haiku  Poems 


# 1 City  birds  feed  well 

On  scattered  crumbs  near  a bench. 

With  jerk-nervous  pecks. 

#2  In  an  off  shore  gust 

Wings  of  a gull  pump  frantic. 
Futile-suspended. 

Bryan  Contino 


Michael  R iendeau 
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Fall  to  Dreams 


With  visions  softer  than  the  touch  of  death 
In  shadows  I write  the  passing  of  the  day. 

The  fleeting  moments  vanish  in  a breath. 

The  hours  unfolding  slow  to  twilight  gray. 

But  many  hours  alone  in  mirrors  faceless  names; 

All  melt  to  wax  through  the  strain  of  midnight  spans 
The  dusty  pages;  there  no  record  flames 
And  slow  within  dusk  this  dreamer  scans. 

So  on  eternal  dials  that  muses  may  hold. 

And  those  more  humble  in  the  human  heart. 

In  sleep  alone,  without  dreams  paid  in  worthless  gold; 
Thus  dark  and  empty  hours  in  their  passing  impart! 

J ay  Cartson 
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J ay  Carlson 


Wendy  Nicole  Blazon 
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uperior  Ignorance : In  Love  With  A Racist 


Baking  cookies;  Moulies 
Soft  kisses;  Jew  bitches 
Gentle  words;  Racial  slurs 
That's  the  man  I love. 

"Clean  my  laundry.  Chink" 

'Park  my  car.  Nigger" 

Don’t  you  think,  don’t  you  figure 
Ignorance  should  be  extinct? 

"Funny,  smart  and  pretty," 

You  say  I am.  That's  a fact." 

Would  you  feel  the  same  way 
If  I were  Chinese,  Jewish  or  Black? 

You're  kind,  loving  and  sensitive 
Yet  you  hate  the  "inferior". 

Why  were  you  raised  being  positive 
That  our  race  is  superior? 

Kate  Lane 
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Scott  Vigneault,  Award  of  Excellence 
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